on a little two-by-fo51 lot, jam right up again5 the next
feller's back do^ eatln5 outen tin cans."

" 'Sposiif they all broke up in town," Stuart said^
"and moved out here and took up land; yoifd hear
pappy cussin5 town then. You couldn't git along with-
out town to keep folks bottled up in, pappy; and you
know it"

"Buyins turkeys/' Mr, MacCallum repeated with
savage disgust, "Buyin* ?em* I mind the time when I
could take a gun and step out that 3ere do5 and git a
gobbler in tlmtty minutes* And a ven'son ham in a hour
mo\ Why, you fellers don9t know nothin9 about Christ-
mas* All you knows is sto5 winders full of cocoanuts
and Yankee popguns and sich."

"Yes, suh," Eafe said? and he winked at Bayard,
"That was the biggest mistake the world ever mades
when Lee surrendered. The country ain't never got
over it."

The old man snorted. "I be damned ef I ain3t raised
the damnedest^ smartest set of boys in the world. Can't
tell sem nothing can't learn ?em nothin9; can9t even set
in front of my own fire fer the whole passel of 5em tellin*
me how to run the whole damn country. Hyer, you
boys, git on to bed,M

Next morning Jackson and Rafe and Stuart and
Lee left for town at sunup in the wagon. Still none of
them had made any sign, expressed any curiosity as to
whether they would find him there when they returned
that night or whether it would be another three years
before they saw him again. And Bayard stood on the
frost-whitened porch9 smoking a cigarette in the chill,
vivid sunrise* and looked after the wagon with its four
muffled figures and wondered if it would be three years